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Rachel knows it. 


Their guitarists fuck each other. That's what he knows so far. 


What the fuck is happening?! 


Rachel sits on his bed, thinking, his thick eyebrows furrowed as he tries to figure out what fuckery the boys 


are doing this time. This is unfair. Does he have to know Scotti and Snake boink in hotel rooms or bunks? 


To be honest, thatll be a pleasant thing to watch. 


Now HOLD on why am | thinking like that? Rachel immediately grabs a bottle of jack and gulps the bitter liquid. 
It helps him to soothe his mind. 


In the morning-close-to-afternoon, Rachel wakes up just to find Snake and Scotti in the kitchen, flirting the fuck 
out as they both are cooking or something. 


Rachel sighs out loud 


Scotti turns his head and greets cheerfully, "Morning, Rach! Want some pancakes?" 


Rachel mutters, "Sure," as he pours an amount of hot black coffee into his mug. 


"Scotti, since when can you cook?" The only bandmate Rachel trusts to enter the kitchen is rob and snake. Rob 
can bake a whole ass cake while Snake can cook some decent meal for them to eat. Honestly, the bassist is a 
bit surprised that the lanky guitarist hasn't set the kitchen on fire. The last time he-and Baz-were banned 


from it was because they tried to make cereal but ended up burning a whole pot. 


Snake, busying himself by pouring maple syrup on top of a pancake stack, chirps "Oh | teach him!" and then 
giggles at Scotti, who giggles back. They both shove each other playfully 


What the hell. 


Rachel groans, "Please, no flirting in the house." 


"Shut up, | know you love to see it," Scott shots back as he tries to flip the pancake on the pan, groaning when 
he sees the other side of it is burnt. 


"Aww, it's not that bad, babe." 


"You're so sweet, y'know that?" Scott makes a kissy face and Rachel swears to god he's gonna throw up the 


pancake he's munching. 


"Ok THAT'S it l'm going outside." Rachel immediately gulps down his now cold coffee and heads to the door, while 


the couple are discussing what they are gonna cook for dinner. 


The brunette was planning to visit Baz but changed his mind. Rob sounds much better than baz. He realizes 
how great and understanding the guy is. Feels like he's the mom of the band. definitely should hang out with 


Rob more. 


Rachel comes back home pretty late. His watch shows it's already IPM. He's tired but satisfied. It was a great 
trip with Rob. They didn't really spend too much money on drinking, but Rob showed him places he usually 
visits in the countryside. Hell he didn't even know Rob is into gardening. That guy is full of surprise. 


As he unlocks the door, the room is dark But the tv is blaring and he can figure out two silhouettes on the 


couch, making out. 


Rachel yelps. Snake and Scott yelp. 


They break apart, turn around to a shocked Rachel. 


"What are you doing!!!" 


Snake laughs, "Hey Rachel, come here!" 


"Join us." As the other one lazily says. 


Before Rachel can reply, Scotti grabs his hand and drags him to the couch, seated between Scotti and Snake. 
Both of them are giggling. What was that.he can smell alcohol in their breaths. They are definitely drunk 


"Man, lemme go." Rachel says effortlessly. 


Snake is in front of him, leans down and flushes his body onto his front, wrapping his arms around Rachel and 
clinging to him like a child. Scotti, seated on his back, does the same and snuggles his nose on Rachel's exposed 
neck. It startles him. 


"Damn, stop!" To be honest, that feels really nice. 


Snake presses his face to Rachel's cheek and giggles, "Y'know we love you, man. And you do too." He curls up on 


him, voice getting sleepier 


"Yeah, stop lying," Scotti reiterates. Dammit, they won't let go. 


The bassist huffs, giving up. He lets himself get sandwiched between his drunk, lovey dovey guitarists. The 
guys who annoy the fuck out of him, but at the same time the guys he needs the most. 


Yeah, it does feel nice. 


